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ments mighty as the last agony of Faustus
when burned was "Apollo's laurel bough/'
and cut "the branch that might have grown
full straight," where now real fire engines
driven by real firemen find worthy setting in
absurd plays. When things are at their worst,
philosophy, popular and otherwise, assures us
they begin to mend, and realism has had rope
enough to hang itself these latter years, and
we have still some coils left if it wants to do it
decoratively.

^he Poison Flower was suggested by Haw-
thorne's Rappaccini's Daughter. There is the
garden of flowers whose breath is poison, and
the young girl who dwells among them until
she, too, is poisonous as the flowers, and the
old magician who has planned out the garden;
but the story is worked out with much greater
detail, and a number of secondary incidents
are added. In the midst of the garden, for
instance, is a mysterious tree, this new Eden's
tree of life, in which dwells the soul of a dead
mistress of the magician's, his familiar, with
whom he talks and learns the wisdom of the
dead people. The magician himself is more
completely realized than was possible in Haw-
thorne's dreamy little story, and the garden
is made significant with hints of allegory.

Rappaccini, we are told, has brought his